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Author's Notes: 
Just a little piece. Not great but hope you like anyway. 


Phil Collen stood in front of the grave with a bouquet of flowers. Dark shades covering his eyes, dark jeans and 
a white buttoned-up, long sleeved shirt covering his body. The day wasn't windy enough to blow the flowers on 
the grave but it was windy enough to blow his hair. 


A SWAN SONG 

In Memory of 

STEVE M. CLARK 

A DEARLY LOVED SON AND BROTHER 
WHO DIED 8TH OF JAN 199l, 

AGED 30 YEARS. 

MEMORIES ARE TREASURES, 


FRAGRANT AND SWEET, 
TO CHERISH, TO HOLD, 
FOREVER TO KEEP. 


He didn't look up at the sound of someone walking up. He knew who it was; he knew the sound of those specific 
chains from anywhere. His visitor always wore those chains; they were gifts back in the early 80s from him. 
"Still have the chains | see," Phil Collen said. 

"Quite right lad," Phil Lewis replied. 

Phil chuckled. "Why are you here Lewis?" 

"To see you of course," Lewis said. 

"At the graveyard?" Phil glared, turning his head. "Of my late boyfriend?" 

| wanted to see how you were holding up," Lewis shrugged. 

"I'll live mate, he was buried some time ago," Phil said, quietly. 

"I know, | remember hearing on the news but no matter what you did-" 

"What | did? You're a bloody bastard," Phil snapped. 


Lewis could tell Phil took what he said with offense. He spoke with venom in his tone and his breath seemed to 


harden. Lewis called him inconsiderate and became bitter ever since Phil left Girl. 

"Stop interrupting-" 

"No, just leave Lewis," Phil snapped. 

"You left Girl," Lewis snapped. "You abandoned us." 

"Why here?" Phil groaned. 

"Point made—" 

"We were going nowhere," Phil snapped. "And you left anyway to join LA Guns. I'm leaving-" 


"Yeah, walk out like you did before-" 


Phil did start to walk away but suddenly turned around and punched Lewis across the face, knocking him to the 


ground. 


"How dare you come here to the graveyard, his grave, and bring this up now..don't come around me anymore," 
Phil snapped. 


Lewis held his hand over his face as he stood to his feet. He followed after him and grabbed his shoulder, 
pulling him around to face him. Lewis pushed him and spit, but Phil moved out of the way. 


"Was what we had nothing? Was it just a shag?" Lewis said, bitterly. "I don't even get an apology?" 

"Im not doing this with you here," Phil said, shaking his head. 

"Was it?" 

"Yes!" Phil snapped in response. "I made it clear what | was after at that time and you appeared to agree” 
"| did but" 

'Liar!" Phil breathed. 

"Right well~" 


"Look Lewis, have some damn respect. You may not like it but he was me lover." Phil interrupted again. "I'm 
sorry okay? I'm sorry | hurt you back then, really, truly, | am. | didn't want anything then, | was after a good 
time and music, and | told you that. | thought you understood that, you seemed like you did.but when the band 
was going nowhere, | found no reason to stay. | didn't know you felt anything for me so | left, | may have 
anyway, but truth be told, | didn't know. Steve and | clicked and that relationship wasn't planned either but | fell 
for him. | spose karma got me because he's deceased..can we please stop talking about this on his resting 


place?" 


Lewis nodded and went quiet for a minute. Phil was sincere. He knew it. He learned to detect when Phil Collen 
was being sincere and when he was bullshitting. That was all he wanted; to lend a comforting shoulder..and to 


receive an apology; even if on his boyfriend's resting spot. 


"No matter how much you pissed me off." Lewis started, causing Phil to stop walking. "| would never wish this 


on my worst enemy..!'m sorry for your loss. I'll meet you at the bar and we'll chat it up, alright?" 


Phil said nothing but he was thinking about it. Lewis walked by Phil and refused to turn around this time. He 
still loved Phil, even after all these years but the past was the past and now that he got what he wanted, 


there was no reason to stay at this moment. Lewis was always disrespectful without meaning to be. 


Phil's gaze remained on Lewis until he was out of sight before he walked to his own car. 


"See you again soon, Stevie and sorry about that whole display. Good night angel," Phil said, as he passed 


Steve's grave. 


